210                         UNWANTED  BABIES
" it'll be all right now/' and I recall my sense of indignation that such a dear old father-man, so ready with Ms sympathy, should be condemned to be cast away, out of sight and often out of mind, on the sad rubbish-heap of humanity.
The babies were difficult joys, and often died in spite of all the care lavished on them by their foster-mothers, but the regular visiting which they necessitated gave us the privilege of knowing many noble women and their patient husbands, whose devotion to the care of nameless children was an object-lesson in Christian life, though usually Church-going was not their habit.
Last night—February 20th, 1916—I received a letter from a man in America who, after apologising for not writing for twenty years, sent word of his prosperity and the assurance of his grateful memory of all that had been done for him. He was one of those weakly unwanted babies, loved into life and self-respect by his foster-parents. And how that woman talked! We used to fly from her, or take it in turns to bear the torrent of her words ; but listening to her was the only remuneration she exacted; for, the baby's mother having returned to her evil ways, the nurse continued to keep him without payment, jealously guarding him against his mother, " who might harm him when in drink." Many people are the recipients of many sorts of love, but nothing can exceed the power and depth of the love which can be lavished by an unloved " incorrigible pauper." Ellen Mather was brought to me with that character, and her half-closed eyes, sullen expression, set mouth, and general "don't-care" attitude brought despair into my heart. Nothing I said made any difference to her, she would not answer, probably thinking that as she had been to prison for workhouse insubordination, the future could hold no good for her.
^ It is^my birthday on Tuesday," I said.    No reply. 'Don't you want to give me a present ? "   Lone: silence and then—
^ I ain't got nothing to give nobody," was grunted out. You have something you can give me which I want very much," I said. Silence.
" Won't you give it me ? " Silence. Then curiosity awoke, and she sulkily asked,
)c What is it ? "
" You can give me ypur promise that if I take you out of nere, you will never enter the workhouse again/' Silence,